Reading of the Gospel
me, and after her the two children came up shyly and
lifted their cheeks to be kissed, while Elias, his tarbush
pushed back off bis grizzled old aquiline face, smiled
upon us all.
Then Yusuf, who is ten, read out the Gospel. He stood
very straight with the lighted candle in his hand, his face
full of seriousness, an impressive little figure under the
stars. There was no wind; the candle flames burned clear
and still. The four walls shut out everything except the
motionless tops of the palm trees in surrounding groves.
The outer gate was locked and barred, in memory, no doubt,
of many persecutions. In the childish Arabic, the old
story came with a new and homely grace; and we listened,
moved and silent, standing like living altars, holding our
lighted candles. When it was over, Elias bent down with
a match to the fire; the children clutched my arm in
excitement. ** Watch how it burns," said Najla; for the
luck of the house depends on it. The match went
out.
Elias tried again; a little flame flickered and hesitated;
Najla, resourceful, contradicting the tenets of Predestina-
tion, poured paraffin on the strategic point, and die fire
leaped to a blaze. It lit the children's oval faces with their
long, dark lashes, and Najla's hennaed plaits with kerchief
tied above them. The four voices joined in some old
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